'And His Excellency ?'
'Shot by the Ghcka'
'And the Narishkins?'
'They're arriving here next week '
'Well, isn't there anybody lefl in Moscow, Issakp>
'Not a soul   The place is dead, stone dead         9
4 The 'Palermo' rcstauiant was crowded all night
long Through the smoke, in between the tables almost
on top of one another, the waitcis pushed then way, with
their tiays tilted almost sideways Officcis imprinted their
gilded epaulets upon plump bare arms The orchestra
rattled out On a Manchunan Vohano
In the vestibule, where the smoke was less dense, pegs
were hidden under an avalanche of elothes On the floor
heavy galoshes stood in pairs, with slits at the back where
spurs went thtough Higher up, generals' giey cloaks
embraced one anothci, displaying then red linings the
only mate lull ol tins colour to be seen anywhere, for red
was the one colout that had not been used lor flags On
top were piled caps, with their coekadcs peeping out like
the glassy eyes of stuffed birels
A singe i made hu appearance, with a crucifix hanging
between her skinny breasts She offered herself desper-
ately with her voice, with her eyes, with her hips
Gcneial Rc/uklnn diew his sword, eut two branches off
the artificial palm-tree which flourished beside him in an
carthcnwaie pot, toic oil the red ribbon of the Order of
Saint Vladimu which he woic across his chest, wrapped
it round the palm-leaves, and sent the bouquet to the
smgci. The audience applauded
In a comer Major Lockiay, Captain Michon, and
Lieutenant Sudmki suiveyed the company with unad-
mirmg eyes
Issak hailed a waiter
'I say, do you know that Japanese officer?'